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SILVER    NIGHTS 

O  Silver  Nights  that  shine  out  from  the  rest, 
As  lustrous  pearls  upon  a  coloured  string; 

O  Nights  of  silver  wonder  that  suggest 
New  visions  that  compel  the  heart  to  sing. 
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A  REFLECTION 

With  knowledge  slight  of  any  other  art 

And  surface  brilliance,  one  may  paint  or  play, 

Or  sing  a  graceful  song,  or  act  a  part, 
And  so  win  praise  to  brighten  many  a  day ; 

But  we  must  live  and  suffer  ere  we  write, 

And  laugh  by  day  and  weep  alone  by  night. 

And  we  must  learn  to  understand  and  know 

What  prompts  our  brother's  thought,  and  analyse 

The  springs  of  action  and  the  cause  of  woe, 
And  all  that  kills  a  hope  and  crucifies 

A   dear   ambition ;    and   some   lonely   loss 

We  must  have  known  ere  shouldering  our  cross. 

And  we  must  learn  to  laugh  with  those  who  laugh, 
And  weep  with  those  who  weep,  and  hold  a  hand 

To  those  who  have  no  chance ;  and  bear  the  chaff 
Of   idle   friends ;   endure  the  reprimand 

That  our  high  aim  invites ;  and  if  Hope  dies, 

Still  must  we  keep  the  laughter  in  our  eyes. 

And  from  each  sharp  experience  we  must  draw 
The  honey  from  the  lesson  it  would  teach : 
To  keep  our  hearts  receptive ;   learn  the  Law 

That  is  the  same  for  all  yet  veers  to  each ; 
And  having  loved  through  grief,  hoped  through  despair, 
Fought  through  defeat,  still  must  we  stand  "four-square". 

And  though  we  fight  and  fall  and  still  endure 
And  though  we  try  and  fail,  yet  try  again, 

And  know  the  taste  of  sin  and  all  its  lure, 
And  poverty,  despair,  and  love's  long  pain ; 

No  agony  that  racks  must  make  us  hard, 

Grief  must  refine  and  sin  keep  us  on  guard. 

And  we  must  train  ourselves  to  separate 

Our   personality — stand  off   and  dare 
To  smile  at  our  own  woes,  and  so  create 

Actor  and  audience  within ;  then  pair 
Each  separate  cause  with  all  diverse  effect, 
Till  our  sensations  serve  our  intellect. 
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Then  with  hearts  watered  by  the  rain  of  tears, 
And  viewpoints  broadened  by  the  touch  of  sin, 

And  natures  strengthened  by  our  conquered  fears, 
And  souls  ennobled  by  the  will  to  win, 

We  shall  know  Life  in  all  its  glow  and  gloom, 

And  flowers  of  sympathy  will  thrive  and  bloom. 

For  only  when  our  own  life-source  runs  deep, 
Will  waters  of  refreshment  at  our  call 

Flow  out  for  those  who  faint  and  those  who  weep, 
And  those  who  toil  and  think  that  toil  is  all ; 

We  must  endure,  forgive  and  know  delight, 

Ere  Life  will  qualify  the  heart  to  write. 

When  thus  the  heart  is  trained,  then  we  must  learn 
Our  medium  of  expression  to  control, 

To  use  all  words  aright  we  must  discern, 

To  choose  them  that  they  may  fulfil  their  role ; 

So  that  our  written  words  reveal  our  thought 

To  all  who  fain  would  fight  as  we  have  fought. 

At  last  with  battles   fought,  some  lost,  some  won, 
We  must  remember  every  joy  and  pain, 

And  though  it  wound  us  sore  we  must  not  shun 
To  suffer  in  remembrance  all  again ; 

And   thus,   self-conquering,    we   gain  the   light 

Of  inspiration,  and  we  truly  write. 
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MY  LOVE  AND  I 

I  met  my  Love  at  morning-tide, 
Slowly  I  charmed  her  to  my  side, 
With  tender  words  beguiling; 

A  little  flame  lit  up  her  eyes, 
I  saw  her  bosom  fall  and  rise, 
And  she,  my  Love,  was  smiling. 

I  kept  my  Love  through  bright  noontide, 
We  watched  the   sunbeams   dance   and  hide, 
All  sorrow  drear  reviling. 

And  she  would  raise  her  lips  to  mine 
And  round  my  neck  her  soft  arms  twine, 
Ah,  then  my  Love  was  smiling. 

I  left  my  Love  at  eventide, 

When  she  had  hoped  to  be  my  bride, 

All  others  hopes  exiling. 

I  kissed  her  eyelids,   stroked  her  head, 
And  cried  her  name  though  she  was  dead, 
For  still  my  Love  was  smiling. 
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THE  SEALED  BOOK 

How  little  we  know  of  the  silent  things, 
The  wonderful,  silent  intangible  things : 

The  thought  of  the  flame  as  it  leaps  from  the  spark, 
The  joy  of  the  light  as  it  pierces  the  dark, 

The  turning-point  of  the  sweet  from  the  sour, 
And  the  impact  of  light  on  the  face  of  a  flower. 

How  little  we  know  of  the  silent  things, 
The  things  that  to  us  are  the  voiceless  things 

The  flower  whose  mute  prayer  is  its  delicate  scent, 
The  delight  of  the  seed  as  it  feels  life's  ferment ; 

The  promise  of  day  in  the  tinted  sunset, 
Fulfilled  in  the  dark  while  we  sleep  and  forget. 

How  little  we  know  of  the  silent  things, 
The  things  that  are  working,  the  wonder-things: 

The  silent  thought  that  prompts  the  great  deed, 
The  courage  that  comes  in  the  hour  of  our  need, 

The  impulse  of  will  in  the  seed  of  desire, 
The  will  to  achieve  and  the  wish  to  aspire. 

How  little  we  know  of  the  silent  things, 
The  things  that  matter,  the  unheard  things, 

The  birth  of  a  hope  in  the  silence  of  night, 
The  stirring  of  conscience,  the  striving  for  light, 

The  leap  of  the  heart  at  Sympathy's  smile, 

The  shrinking  instinctive  from  thoughts  that  defile. 

How  little  we  know  of  the  silent  things, 
The  things  out  of  sight,  the  close-sealed  things, 

The  birth  of  the  light  in  the  darkness  afar, 
The  silent  reflection  that  lights  up  the  star, 

The  impulse  that  yields  us  our  first-drawn  breath, 
The  fiat  commanding  new  life  from  death. 

How  little  we  know  of  the  silent  things, 
The  occult,  the  mystic,  miraculous  things  : 

The  great,  mute  Impulsion  we  know  as  Springtime, 
That  throbs  through  the  earth  in  a  silence  sublime ; 

The  life  mutely  moving  within  every  sod, 
And  the  great  living  Silence  that  we  call  "God." 
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NIGHT 

The  glory  of  the  sun 

Has  melted  from  the  sky, 

The  clouds  are  all  erased 
By  Night's  soft  majesty. 

Now   heaven's    purple   floor 
Is   changed   that   we   may   see 

Star-flowers  that  through  the  day 
Have   bloomed   invisibly. 

If  Life  is  but  the  day 
And  death  the  coming  night, 

Remember  that  the  stars 

Shine  out  when  fades  the  light. 
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WIND  IN  THE  SILVER  TREES 

At  dusk  I  stood  above  the  silver  trees, 

All  still  were  they,  the  night  a  dreaming  calm, 
No  silver  shewed,  the  leaves  might  all  have  been 

But  ordinary  leaves — green  filagrees — 
When  suddenly  I  felt  a  dim  alarm 

For  silver  lightning  lit  those  trees  serene. 

I  watched  again ;  and  found  a  little  breeze 

As  silent  as  the  beat  of  angel  wings 
Had  ruffled  all  the  leaves,  revealed  their  sheen 

And  made  that  lightning  in  the  silver  trees ; 
While  still,  all  unrevealed  their  silver  clings, 

Till  movement  came,  it  lingered  there  unseen. 

Like  breezes  in  the  branches  of  the  mind 
Are  words  of  friendship ;  words  that  understand ; 

That  give  our  silver  leaves  impulsion  slight 
To  move,  and  so  reveal  a  radiance  enshrined ; 

Then  speak,  Beloved !  Thy  voice  a  breeze,  a  wand 
To  turn  dark  leaves  of  thought  to  words  of  light. 
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BEREAVEMENT 

Whenever  I  think  of  beauty, 

I  am  again  with  thee, 
Seeing  thine  eyes,  thy  red-rose  lips, 

Thy  brown  hair's  mystery. 

Whenever  I  think  of  music. 

Again  thy  voice  I   hear, 
Speaking  to  me  sweet  words  of  love 

Than  all  things  else  more  dear. 

Whenever  I  think  of  gladness 

I  see  thy  smiling  face, 
Thy  dancing  eyes  ashine  with  joy, 

And  girlhood's  tender  grace. 

Whenever  I  think  of  coldness, 

My  heart  contracts  the  while, 
For  I  see  again  thy  still,  dead  form, 

And — God !  Thy  frozen  smile. 

Whenever  I  think  of  parting, 

My  memory  flashes  back 
To  a  day  when  I  left  thee  alone, 

And  faced  the  future  black. 

But,  Dear,  when  I  think  of  meeting, 

With  joy  my  heart  leaps  high, 
For  Death  in  the  shroud  hides  this  shining  hope- 

Loi'e  was  not  made  to  die. 
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CORONACH 

I,  wedded  unto  Sorrow, 

See  hopes  that  are  but  gleams ; 

Once  eager  for  the  morrow 

Once  thrilled  by  Youth's  glad  themes ; 

Now  wearied  of  my  singing, 

By  dreams  beyond  me  winging, 

By  grief  around  me  clinging, 
Would  live  alone  in  dreams. 

Tears  tremble  through  my  laughter, 
And  sobs  through  speech  will  burst, 

For  love  there  was,  and  after 
No  suagement  for  its  thirst ; 

With  promises  beguiling, 

Love  came  to  me  soft  smiling, 

And  then  with  sneers  reviling 
He  broke  the  heart  he  cursed. 

A  stranger  to  affection, 

Shut  out  from  joy,  shut  out — 

With  no  dear  recollection 
To  dissipate  my  doubt ; 

Beauty  her  blossoms  breaking 

At  weary  feet  and  aching, 

Roused  yearnings   fast   forsaking 
A  heart  too  long  in  drought. 

Too  weak  to  strive  to  lengthen 
Life's  span  with  strenuous  care, 

Too  strong  for  fear  to  strengthen 
A  love  that  was  despair; 

Wilted  by  useless  fretting, 

Remorse  and  its  regretting, 

So  tired,  yet  not   forgetting 
Loved  eyes  and  perilous  hair. 
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No  goal  but  finds  me  weary, 
No  wish  to  win  the  race, 

How  may  a  heart  so  dreary 
Seek  Fame's  unwanted  place? 

For  Fame  unloved  is  chilling, 

Slow  to  the  heart  unwilling, 

Nor  is  Ambition  thrilling 
To  one  who  knows  disgrace. 

Cursed  with  too  clear  perception, 

Though  human-blind,  I  see 
The  futile  disaffection 

In  love  that  claims  a  fee ; 
This  vision  all  my  striving 
Made  useless ;  and  all  thriving 
It  sucked  away,  fast  driving 
Each  hope  to  apathy. 

Look  not  my  way,  nor  beckon 
My  steps  to  fairer  fields, 

Canst  thou,  who  may  not  reckon 
Feel  that  my  sorrow  yields? 

Shalt  thou  so  kindly  trying 

To  stop  my  tears,  my  sighing, 

Know  thou  art  crucifying 

The  heart  thy  friendship  shields? 

So  much  and  yet  so  little 

Thou  gavest,  friend  of  mine, 
How  may  my  tendrils  brittle 

Around  thy  hope  entwine? 
Crushed  to  the  earth  and  beaten, 
Try  not,  try  not  to  sweeten 
A  life  decayed,  grief-eaten, 
Adrift  without  design. 
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Thou  sayest  I  have  given 

More  than  a  frail  uplift, 
That  I  have  proved  and  shriven 

The  giver  in  the  gift; 
Ah,  gift  not  worth  the  winning, 
Of  one  who  past  beginning 
Reaped  fruit  of  others'  sinning — 

Ah,  lute  with  gaping  rift! 

O,  for  eternal  quiet, 

Devoid  of  griefs  and  joys, 
With  silence  for  my  diet, 

And  night  no  dawn  destroys, 
All  journeys  o'er,  all  straying, 
My  singing  and  thy  praying, 
When  all  my  faults  dismaying 
Shall  sink  and  find  their  poise. 

Where  all  is  used  and  broken, 

Success  and  failure  too, 
And  but  the  Cross  for  token, 

If  that  alone  be  true; 
No  rising  and  no  falling, 
And  no  regret  appalling, 
No  wounds,  and  no  voice  calling 

To  me  to  rise  and  do. 

To  endless  silence  driven 

In  mercy  let  me  creep, 
By  disappointment  driven 

To  find  at  last  the  Deep; 
Where  Grief   false  Hope  forgiveth, 
The  Deep  where  calmness  liveth, 
Where  dwells  the  One  Who  giveth 

To  His  Beloved,  sleep. 
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ONE    SUMMER    DAY 

I  think  till  life  ends,  one  summer  day 

Like  a  living  gem  will  shine, 
A  country  road  and  two  astray 
'Twixt  blackberry  hedges  in  ripe  array, 

And  a  gentle  hand  on  mine. 

Whenever  I  see  the  sunshine's  gold, 

That  dusty  road  and  thee 
Will  spring  to  remembrance  till  I  am  old, 
And  thy  dear,  grey  eyes  I  shall  behold 

With  their   silent,  eager  plea. 

Though  life  stretch  out  long,  drear  and  lone, 

And  leave  Love  far  behind, 
No  kisses  to  my  lips  be  blown — 
That  summer   day   with  thee,   my  own 

Will   ever  be  enshrined. 

I   know  when  life  ends,  that  summer  day 

Will  come  again  to  me, 
That  country  road ;  we  two  astray 
'Twixt  blackberry  hedges  in  ripe  array, 

But  each  will  then  be  free. 
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THE    FIRE 

I  lit  a  fire  while  hope  was  brightly  glowing, 
Its  smoke  curled  up  to  the  blue,  enshrouding  it ; 

My  kindling:  a  branch  now  dead, 

Trees  once,  ere  Time  had  sped 
Whose  branches  were  nobly  waving  ages  ere  I  was  born ; 

Swiftly  my  fire  was  growing 

That  cold  and  stormy  morn, 
Outside  the  trees  and  the  flowers  were  tempest-torn: 

Limbs  by  lightning  split, 
But  here  it  was  warm  with  cheer,  and  the  room  fire-lit. 

And  when  my  fire  had  kindled  and  was  flaming, 
I  gathered  odds  and  ends,  all  mine  alone, 

Old  letters  I  had  read. 

Hair  from  a  child's  bright  head, 
Little  scraps  of  paper  and  swiftly  withering  flowers; 

My  hungry  fire  all  claiming 

Devoured  as  a  beast  devours 
Much  that  had  once  fed  hope  and  promised  powers, 

Dry  crusts  of  bread  down-thrown — 
Answers  to  prayers  unused,  now  hard  like  stone. 

The  neighbours  came  to  watch  my  task,  accusing 
My  hands  that  seized  on  gifts  to  feed  the  fire, 

They  did  not  understand, 

Nor  hear  my  heart's  command ; 
(I  knew  a  guest  was  coming  o'er  mountain,  vale  and  stream, 

A  guest  of  Love's  own  choosing, 

Wearied  in  Life's  wild  dream, 
Yet  flaming  in  his  heart  the  joy  supreme 

Of  my  expressed  desire 
That  called  him  home  before  his  need  was  dire.) 
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The  flames  leapt  up,  my  room  was  swiftly  warming, 
And  as  I  watched,  my  thoughts  on  fire  were  set ; 

How  wonderful  to  make 

Such  cheer  from  past  heartache, 
To  take  my  broken  mem'ries  and  change  them  into  flame, 

And  so  from  Life's  loud  storming 

Some  treasures  to  reclaim, 
And  make  them  mine,  the  same,  yet  not  the  same — 

Warmth  rising  from  regret, 
To  greet  the  guest  my  heart  could  not  forget. 

God  lit  a  fire  that  ever  brightly  burning 

Yields  warmth  to  guests  recalled  from  Life's  webbed  mesh ; 

His  kindling:  prayers  to  Him, 

Partings,  and  hopes  grown  dim, 
Deeds  born  of  high  endeavour,  but  born  to  fade  and  fail, 

Thoughts  blindly  to  Him  turning 

Though  Faith  be  sad  and  pale, 
Such  acts  and  impulses  for  fuel  avail, 

So  His  fire  flames  afresh 
And  warms  the  souls  that  shiver,  freed  from  flesh. 
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CONTRITION 

Strange  that  this  lovely  day  should  dawn 
And  cast  her  tints  of  pearly  shell 

O'er  mount  and  sea,  o'er  trees  and  lawn, 
When  all  last  night  I  spent  in  hell. 

For  while  the  tender  moon  shone  out, 
And  bathed  the  world  in  silver  fire, 

I  gave  myself  to  vice,  to  doubt, 
And  welcomed  sin,  and  sin's  foul  mire. 

I  thought  to  wake  and  no  more  see 

The  loveliness  of  quiet  sunrise, 
I  thought  all  Nature  would  agree 

To  hide  her  beauty  from  my  eyes. 

For  I  had  chosen  all  the  dark, 

Uncaring  whither  it  should  lead, 
Or  if  it  left  a  stain,  a  mark 

To  make  my  very  spirit  bleed. 

And  had  I  waked  to  darkness  blank, 
The  sea  thrashed  by  infuriate  storm, 

I  should  have  known  my  Maker  shrank 
To  shew  His  grace  where  sins  could  swarm. 

And  yet  the  sea,  the  rose-flushed  sky, 
So  radiant  were,  I  held  my  breath 

Lest  the  faint  shadow  of  my  sigh 

Should  blur  the  sight  and  cause  its  death. 

Strange  that  this  lovely  day  should  dawn, 
And  cast  her  tints  of  pearly  shell 

O'er  one  from  goodness  far  withdrawn, 
Who  chose  to  spend  last  night  in  hell. 
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THE    NEW    BEGINNING 

I  said,  "My  slate  of  life  I  will  wash  clean 
With  tears  wrung  from  my  eyes  by  deep  remorse"- 
I  washed  it  o'er  and  o'er,  and  with  Love's  breath 
'Twas  dried : 

But  when,  with  hope-filled  energy 
I  try  to  write  new  records  on  my  slate, 
I  find  that  long-past  deeds  have  left  deep  marks 
That  nothing  may  erase;  what  shall  I  do? 
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RELEASE 

Another  dawn;  more  torture  and  more  strain, 
How  shall  these  quivering  nerves  respond  to  more? 
How  wait  to  greet  that  grim  Ambassador 

Who  signs  my  passport  with  the  pen  of  pain? 

Ah,  pitying  God,  it  comes,  it  comes  again — 
Benumb  my  senses,  still  them,  I  implore — 
Tis  past ;  is  pain  the  creaking  of  the  door 

That  opens  outward  into  Heaven's  domain? 

Music  and  light — am  I  delirious  now? 

New  colours  glow  beneath  my  wondering  sight, 
I  hear  new  grades  of  sound,  breath  after  breath, 

I  see  my  thoughts  in  form,  I  see  them — how? 
Light,  light  is  everywhere  and  I  am  Light, 

And  this  is  Para — God!  There  is  no  Death! 
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HEAVEN 

Once  Heaven  meant  to  me  a  wondrous  sphere 
Where  all  was  peace  and  rapturous  delight, 
Where  I,  possessed  of  some  new  constant  power 
That  should  not  tire  of  everlasting  joy 
Should  dwell  content; 

And  in  this  lovely  land 

Was  no  decay ;  there  flowers  immortal  bloomed 
And  gave  forth  light ;  and  there  music  revealed 
In  rolling  waves  of  purest  harmony 
All  that  it  now  suggests  to  mortal  hearts ; 
There  understanding  angels  dwelt,  and  smiled 
Encouragement  upon  each  timid  thought ; 
Quiet  as  a  star  my  restless  heart  became 
For  all  its  hopes  to  certainty  had  bloomed — 
And  there  with  reverent  ecstasy,  I  hoped 
To  see  the  face,  majestically  kind, 
Of  Him  I  know  as  God. 

But  then  you  died, 

Now  I  am  told  that  you,  Beloved,  are  there, 
So  far  removed  from  love  of  earthly  hearts, 
That  now  my  questing  thoughts  can  scarcely  dare 
To  think  of  you,  lest  sudden,  blinding  tears 
And  sobs  of  lonely  anguish  should  break  forth, 
And,  robbing  me  of  courage,  shew  to  all 
The  gnawing  hunger  of  a  heart  bereft. 
Heav'n  meant  all  wondrous  loveliness  to  me, 
But  now  it  means  just  you,  my  Joan,  just  you. 
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THE   JOURNEY 

One  summer  day  we  started  for  the  lake, 

The  sky  was  overcast,  the  weather  mild, 

The  country  air  so  pure  and  undefined, 
We  loved  to  live  only  for  living's  sake ; 
The  road  was  pointed  out  white  through  the  Bush 

That  brooded  silently  on  either  side, 

The  grand  old  trees,  their  branches  stretching  wide, 
Seemed  watching  us  from  their  primeval  hush. 

And  though  the  road  went  winding  o'er  hill  and  over  dale, 
And  sometimes  it  was  stony  and  rough,  and  very  steep, 

It  always  was  the  highway,  the  wide,  the  only  trail 
White-stretching  out  before  us  in  one  clear,  winding  sweep. 

We  walked  and  breathed  the  briar-scented  breeze, 
And  loved  the  banks  of  moss  and  daisy  eyes, 
We  saw  the  tuis,  heard  their  call  arise, 

And  wondered  at  the  maze  of  black,  birch  trees : 

A  pang  of  pity  from  our  hearts  was  wrung 
As  now  and  then  the  naked  trunks  we  saw 
Of  Bush  that  had  been  burnt,  and  a  dim  awe 

Of  those  white  skeletons  around  us  clung. 

But  though  the  road  went  winding  o'er  hill  and  over  dale, 
And  sometimes  it  was  stony  and  rough,  and  very  steep, 

It  always  was  the  highway,  the  wide,  the  only  trail 
White-stretching  out  before  us  in  one  clear,  winding  sweep. 
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Though  all  of  us  are  travellers  on  Life's  way, 

For  us  there  is  no  road  clear-cut  and  true, 

But  blind  and  stony  alley-ways  of  rue, 
And  swamps  and  tracks  down  which  we  blindly  stray 
Only  to  find  that  we  are  lost,  alone, 

And  terrified ;  too  tired  or  old  to  start 

To  seek  once  more  a  way  with  eager  heart, 
So  ignorant  we  fall,  hopes  turned  to  stone. 

For  us  no  road  goes  winding  o'er  hill  and  over  dale, 
Sometimes  it  might  be  stony  and  rough,  and  very  steep, 

There  never  is  a  Highway,  the  wide,  the  only  trail 
White-stretching  out  before  us  in  one  clear,  winding  sweep. 

Why  is  there  no  broad  road  distinct  and  clear, 

To  guide  the  travellers  through  Life's  deep  morass? 

To  that  still,  tideless  sea  where  angels  pass 
Wending  their  joyous  way  from  sphere  to  sphere? 
How  easy  then  to  help  the  ones  who  stray 

From  that  Highway,  and  guide  their  wandering  feet ; 

Cheer  the  perplexed,  and  those  whom  Life  would  cheat, 
Point  out  the  Road  and  dissipate  dismay. 

But  no  Highroad  goes  winding  o'er  hill  and  over  dale, 
Sometimes  it  might  be  stony  and  rough,  and  very  steep, 

There  is  no  common  Highway,  the  wide,  the  only  trail 
White-stretching  out  before  us  in  one  clear,  winding  sweep. 
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MY    CROSS  !      MY    DESTINY  ! 

I  wish  that  your  love  had  lasted, 

It  was  so  dear  to  me, 

It  lighted  my  way  with  a  gleam  of  gold, 
And  filled  every  thought  with  delight  untold — 

My  Cross!  My  Destiny! 

It  was  so  tender  a  secret, 

Known  only  to  us  two, 

A  shrine  in  the  heart  where  a  still,  blue  flame 
Burned  brightly  before  a  tender  name 

That  from  joy  and  sorrow  grew. 

And  when  the  world  was  discordant, 

My  thoughts  I  could  withdraw, 
That  they  might  linger  in  Love's  dreamland, 
Where  you  and  I  paced  a  silver  strand, 

And  frozen  tears  might  thaw. 

Your  love  was  so  dear  a  protection 

From  other  loves,  and  less, 
It  clad  me  with  an  armour  of  joy, 
That  naught  save  love's  death  could  ever  destroy, 

'Twas  forged  by  your  caress. 

I  wish  that  your  love  had  lasted, 

It  was  so  dear  to  me, 

But  that  still,  blue  flame  has  flickered  out, 
As  a  rudderless  boat  I  drift  about — 

My  Cross!  My  Destiny! 
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HUSH  ! 

List!  I  had  hushed  my  ailing  child  to  sleep, 
His  tiny  limbs  were  still,  his  baby  soul 
Now  wandered  in  Sleep's  dim,  mysterious  halls 
And  left  my  own  outside ;  I  could  but  watch 
And  wait — 

I  heard  a  step  beside  my  chair — 
With  finger  on  my  lips,  I  whispered  "Hush" ! 
Then  all  was  still,  but  stiller  than  before, 
For  one  who  stood  and  waited  made  no  sound, 
And  one  I  watched  made  none,  all  silent  there — 
The  footstep  I  had  heard  was  that  of  Death. 
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AFTERWARD 

Now  we  have  parted,  there  must  be  a  blank 
In  your  life  as  in  mine ;  a  silent  place 
And   desolate,   where  once  a  tender  voice 
Set  sleeping  music  quivering  forth  to  life 
In  mingled  melody. 

There  must  be  now 

So  many  hours  that  hold  no  luring  gleam 
Of  sweet  incentive  to  achievement's  goal, 
How  will  you  fill  that  emptiness? 

What  voice 

Can  call  love's  music  into  life,  as  mine 
Once  did  for  you,  once  yours  for  me? 

Will  you 

Seek  now  to   fill  those  hours  with   soulless   joys, 
With  laughter  and  with  empty  gaieties? 
Hoping  with  these  to  drown  the  faint  echo 
Of  loving  words  that  once  you  heard  from  me? 
I  know  not,  and  I  shall  not  know;  and  yet 
If  one  thought  of  regret  on  tear-wet  wings 
Should  flutter  from  your  empty  heart  to  mine — 
O,  its  locked  doors  to  which  you  hold  the  key 
\Vould  open  wide  that  it  might  enter  in, 
And  find  a  shelter  from  the  caustic  cold 
Of  insincerity. 

I'd  cherish  it 

As   some  bright-feathered  bird  that   from  the  storm 
Had  found  a  sanctuary ;  and  I  would  keep 
That  thought  of  yours  safe-sheltered  in  my  heart 
Until  it  woke  again  those  heavenly  strains 
(Though  muted  they  would  be  by  loneliness) 
That  once  we  heard  together,  once  of  old. 


MY    STRANGER    FRIEND 

Thou  art  my  friend,  my  friend  of  years, 

Years  gone  and  yet  to  be, 
And  thou  hast  shared  my  smiles,  my  tears, 

My  hopes  that  blossomed  free. 

We  two  have  dreamed  of  love,  of  woe, 

Of  happenings  in  far  lands, 
We  two  have  strolled  where  rivers  flow 

Adream  upon  their  strands. 

Together  we  have  read  fair  tales, 
Our  thoughts  are  oft  the  same, 

And  from  Imagination's  vales, 
We  pluck  the  flowers  of  fame. 

So  Friend,  I  think  I  know  thee  now ; 

But  sometimes,  from  thine  eyes 
Something  looks  out,  can  it  be  thou? 

Something  without  disguise. 

An  angel,  demon,  seraph,  sprite? 

I  know  not,  this  I  know, 
That  all  I  thought  I  knew  aright 

Is  but  a  shadow  show. 

Is  that  which  peers  so  suddenly, 

Revealed  but  for  a  flash, 
O  Stranger  Friend,  the  flame  of  thee, 

And  all  I  know,  the  ash? 
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SONG    OF    THE    SOUTH    WIND 

(Wellington,  New  Zealand.) 

O,  I  am  the  Wind,  the  great  South  Wind, 

I  blow,  ha!  ha!  I  blow,  ho!  ho! 

And  what  can  stand  in  the  way  I  go? 
For  I  am  the  Wind  invincible ;  yes,  I  am  the  great  South  Wind. 

From  my  lordly  home,  where  Antarctic  seas 

Break  ever  upon  their  shores  of  ice, 

I  rise  with  a  shout,  and  lo,  in  a  trice 
Unfold  my  wings,  my  powerful  wings,  where  each  feather  is  a  breeze. 

Then  over  the  leagues  of  waters  deep, 

To  the  haunts  of  men  I  wing  my  way, 

Now  look,  on  the  harbour  waters  grey 
White  feathers  of  rippling  foam  appear,  as  over  the  surface  I  sweep. 

With  a  sudden  shout,  I  strike  the  land, 

The  houses  shake,  and  the  swung  doors  slam, 

The  trees  bow  down,  for  their  god  I  am, 

And  I  comb  the  grey-green  hair  of  the  hills  with  swift,  strong  sweeps 
of  my  hand. 

Now  lovers  who  stealthily  have  sought 

The  haunts  of  silence  by  shore  and  stream 

May  kiss  no  more,  nor  sigh  and  dream 

Love's  magic  pales  and  its  glamour  goes  at    my    wild    and    fierce 
onslaught. 

Now  the  sea  leaps  up  to  welcome  me, 
Where  the  ripples  danced,  the  great  breakers  roar, 
They  foam,  they  shout,  they  break  on  the  shore 

In  a  booming  chorus  of  wild  uproar,  as  they  break  their  hearts  to  be 
free. 

Come  out,  come  out,  and  breathe  my  breath 

Perfumed  with  a  thousand  leagues  of  sea, 

Come  out  and  join  in  the  South  Wind's  glee. 
If  you  brave  my  breath  I  will  give  you  health ;  if  not,  my  gift  is  death ! 
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PENCARROW    LIGHT 

(Wellington,  New  Zealand.) 

Lest  passing  ships  may  meet  a  sudden  doom 
Where  the  gaunt  harbour  jaws  await  their  prey, 
Each  night  at  sunset,  there  across  the  bay, 

Pencarrow  Light  bursts  into  radiant  bloom, 

And,  like  a  star-flower  in  the  gathering  gloom 
With  steady  brilliancy  sends  forth  its  ray 
Across  the  troubled  waters,  grim  and  grey 

That  fain  would  hide  a  yawning,  rock-bound  tomb. 

When,  after  journeying  over  Life's  wide  sea, 
My  ship  shall  near  Death's  hidden  port  of  rest, 

Where  danger  lurks,  and  clinging  clouds  arise 
To  blind  my  soul  that  still  shall  look  for  thee, 

Then,  like  Pencarrow,  guide,  O  guide  my  quest 
With  the  clear  light,  Beloved,  of  thy  dear  eyes. 
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I    WONDER 

I  wonder  if  the  plant  within  the  seed 
When  sheltering  walls  begin  to  waste  away, 
Shrinks  back  in  apprehension  and  dismay, 

When  knowledge  comes  that  now  its  life  is  freed. 

I  wonder  if  the  chrysalis  that  dwells 

Imprisoned  'neath  the  surface  of  the  earth, 
On  knowing  that  winged  beauty  stirs  to  birth, 

Would  rather  stay  within  its  prison  cells. 

I  wonder  if  the  bulb  that  feels  the  might 
Of  life  within  its  hidden,  earth-bound  heart 
Feels  frightened  at  the  thought  that  it  must  start 

And  force  its  way  to  freedom  and  to  light. 

I  wonder  if  the  bird,  safe  in  the  nest, 
When  knowledge  comes  that  it  is  time  to  fly, 
Looks  up  with  fearing  at  the  unpropped  sky 

Andl  ongs  to  stay  where  it  knows  peace  and  rest. 

I  wonder  if  the  ship  with  anchor  weighed, 
As  it  lies  panting  at  the  wharf's  safe  side, 
Feels  dim  alarm  at  knowing  it  must  ride 

Upon  the  perilous  ocean  without  aid. 

I  wonder  if  the  heart  that  stayed  too  long 
Within  the  fickle  gleam  of  friendship's  smile 
'E'er  lingers  when  it  learns  of  secret  guile, 
That  fain  would  hold  it  down  amongst  the  throng. 

I  wonder  if  the  soul  in  flesh  fast  bound, 
Before  its  pinions  it  unfolds  and  spreads, 
Still  hampered  by  material  woes  and  dreads, 

First  hesitates  to  leave  the  well-known  ground. 


For  be  it  bad  for  us  or  be  it  good, 
The  plane  we  know  so  well  we  hold  too  dear, 
But  stern  Advancement  with  new-sharpened  spear 

Cuts  ties  that  would  have  held  us  where  we  stood. 

And  yet  we  fear  to  tread  the  unknown  way, 
So  safe  was  all  we  loved  and  all  we  knew ; 
Narrow  the  rut  where  long  we  lived  and  grew, 

In  its  security  we  yearn  to  stay. 

Yet  shall  the  fear  prevent  our  growth,  our  flight? 

Without  the  cleavage  no  success  would  be ; 

Without  the  flinging-off,  no  destiny 
Could  bear  us  upward  to  the  plains  of  light. 

Alone  the  bird  must  try  its  widespread  wing, 
The  friendless  heart  must  journey  forth  alone; 
Alone  the  soul  must  fare  to  the  Unknown, 

For  Progress  is  a  solitary  thing. 
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THE    FAR    QUIET    COMPANY 

Far  is  that  Company,  so  quiet,  so  far, 

And  my  beloved  one  has  joined  it  now; 
That  Company  of  sunrise,  sunset,  star, 

Of  dawn's  sweet  silences,  of  night's  cool  brow, 
Of  tranquil  mist,  of  dewdrops  on  a  bough, 

And  all  the  sunny  emptiness  of  day, 
Of  flowers  that  will  not  break  their  silent  vow 

To  hold  God's  secret  in  their  hearts  alway ; 
Ah,  my  Beloved  is  one  with  these,  and  mute  as  they. 

They  are  my  friends,  that  far,  quiet  Company, 

With  hearts  bereaved  they  mutely  sympathise, 
And  in  their  silent  loveliness  I  see 

Again  the  shining  wonder  of  her  eyes ; 
From  mossy  mountain  pools  where  sunshine  lies 

Her  grey-green  eyes  shine  into  mine  once  more ; 
When  round  my  form  a  breeze  of  summer  flies, 

I  know  her  wings  have  fanned  me,  passing  o'er, 
And  she  has  been  with  me  as  once,  as  oft  of  yore. 

Ah,  may  I  live  that  worthy  I  may  be 

To  share  the  silver  silence  they  have  taught, 
That  I  may  know  her  love  has  sped  to  me, 

And,  like  a  sunbeam,  glorified  my  thought ; 
In  early  days  of  grief  her  smile  I  caught 

In  pitying  eyes  of  those  she  loved  and  knew, 
But  Time  erased  the  look  my  heart  once  sought 

And  found  like  sunshine  in  bright  drops  of  dew, 
Now  in  that  Company  alone  herself  I  view. 

And  can  it  be  that  all  the  loveliness 

Of  silent  things,  so  far  and  so  remote, 
Is  nearer  God  than  we  who  may  express 

Our  joy  and  woe,  and  every  sorrow  quote? 
Then  be  thou  silent,  Heart,  that  I  may  note 

The  link  my  grief  has  formed  'twixt  God  and  me ; 
That  to  my  dear,  lost  one  my  soul  may  float 

Past  all  the  noise  of  earth,  enraptured,  free, 
And  meet  her  once  again  with  that  far  Company. 
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COMPULSION 

Strange  that  we  may  shut  our  questing  eyes 

On  scenes  that  rise ; 
And  stop  from  entering  our  ears  all  sound 

That  surges  round ; 
Even  our  hearts  like  flower-buds  we  may  close 

Against  their  foes ; 
Yet  all  through  life  inexorably  we  think 

Past  Death's  dark  brink. 


39 


THE    BARRIER 

As  in  a  room  our  spirits  sit 

And  through  the  window  gaze 
Upon  the  silent  Infinite, 
The  Limitless  where  thought-birds  flit 

Along  their  silent  ways. 

"We  will  go  out,"  our  spirits  cry, 

"Roam  where  the  wind  roams  free," 
They  spread  their  wings  to  mount  on  high, 
Where  Freedom  is,  fain  would  they  fly, 
And  seek  Infinity. 

Yet  as  they  try,  again,  again, 

An  unseen  barrier  bars, 
Transparent,  hard,  a  glassy  pane 
Where  wide  wings  break,  and  break  in  vain, 

This  side  the  shining  stars. 

Am  I  a  god  to  baffled  flies, 

Opening  the  window  sash, 
That  they  may  find  the  wide,  blue  skies 
Unhindered  by  invisible  ties, 

Where  blinded  beings  crash? 

Then  for  my  soul  what  god  will  ope 

That  hindrance  felt,  unseen? 
And  stretch  a  helping  hand  to  cope 
With  barriers  that  baffle  hope, 

Transparent,  yet  between? 
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PUSSY    WILLOW 

Were  I  an  artist,  I  would  represent 

With  budding  Pussy  Willow,  Spring's  return ; 

And  peering  through  their  boughs,  we  should  discern 
A  shadowy  youth  with  dreaming  eyes  intent 
And  lithe  limbs  ending  to  our  ravishment 

In  two  goat-hoofs  half  hidden  in  the  fern ; 

And  suddenly  our  thirsting  souls   would  yearn 
To  touch  his  smiling  lips  and  taste  content. 

I  know  the  Pussy  Willow  has  heard  Pan 

Playing  his  pipes  on  Spring's  ensilvered  nights, 

And  all  the  unbearable  sweetness  of  the  tune 
Drew  forth  those  silver  buds,  and  then  began 

To  form  them  like  his  hoofs — soft,  swift  delights 
That  patter  down  the  pathways  of  the  moon. 
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OUR    LOADS 

To-day  I  heard  the  garbage  cart 

Come  down  the  dusty  road, 
A  pang  of  pity  pierced  my  heart 
For  him  who  filled  so  mean  a  part — 

The  driver  of  that  load. 

Collecting  refuse  every  day 

From  door  to  dreary  door, 
With  naught  of  beauty  on  his  way, 
How  dull  his  life  must  be,  how  grey, 

Could  his  crushed  spirit  soar? 

But  when  the  cart  came  into  sight, 

I    felt  a   swift   surprise ; 
Instead  of  garbage,  ash  and  blight, 
I  saw  fair  flowers  piled  to  a  height, 

And  scarce  could  trust  my  eyes. 

I  know  not  if  along  the  street 

Gay  gatherings  had  been  held, 
Or  if  some  gardener  replete 
With  blooms  and  blossoms  fair  and  sweet, 

His  surplus  had  expelled. 

But  did  the  driver  crouching  there 

Know  of  the  load  he  drove, 
Of  all  those  blossoms — earth's  sweet  prayer- 
Instead  of  filth?     Was  he  aware 

His  load  was  one  to  love? 

We,  plodding  on  life's  winding  way, 

Despise  our  gathered  loads, 
Of  dreary  ashes,  hopes  astray, 
Of  dreams  that  died  at  dawn  of  day, 

And  refuse  that  corrodes. 

Perchance  the  Watcher,  looking  down, 

Sees  flowers  where  we  see  dust ; 
Roses  of  selfless  love,  full-blown, 
And  pure  intentions'  lillied  crown, 
And  violets  of  trust. 
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THE    HORSES    OF    THE    DAWN 

The  soul  is  free ;  no  bonds  of  Time  nor  Space 

Hedge  it  around  with  fetters  forged  at  birth, 
Then  shall  I  try  to  stay  its  winged  race, 

Or  hold  it  in  the  confines  of  the  earth? 
Rush  out  my  soul,   rush  out  to  meet  the  Horses  of  the  Dawn. 

Canst  thou  not  hear  the  Horses  of  the  Dawn? 

Their  hoof-beats  ring  when  night  turns  into  day, 
They  come  from  those  far  hills  from  us  withdrawn, 

They  breathe  the  air  of  heaven,  far  away, 
Rush  out  my  soul,  rush  out  to  meet  the  Horses  of  the  Dawn. 

Sleeper,  awake!   So  cumbersome  and  slow, 

Know  that  thy  soul  is  free,  follow  its  flight, 
O  follow  it  with  heart  and  mind  aglow 

That  it  may  lead  thee  to  the  Plains  of  Light, 
Rush  out  my  soul,  rush  out  to  meet  the  Horses  of  the  Dawn. 


THE  CHALLENGE 

Through  bars  of  Time  and  Space  and  Doubt, 

From  this  flesh  prison,  I  look  out 

With  wearied  eyes. 

I  know  there  is  a  House  of  Light 

Beyond  the  scope  of  mortal  sight, 

Afar  it  lies ; 

But,  lo,  the  body  keeps  me  here, 

A  slave  to  that  it  holds  most  dear, 

Dependent  on 

The  Air,  the  Water  and  the  Fire, 

Sunk  deep  in  gross,  material  mire 

Till  life  be  gone; 

By  Time  and  Space  my  thoughts  are  bound, 

To  think  beyond  is  to  confound 

My  puzzled  brain, 

To  'now'  or  'then'  mortality 

Must  bow,  and  hold  the  opening  key 

But  to  these  twain. 

Yet  I,  myself,  am  free  to  trace 

My  great  inheritance  of  grace 

Beyond  my  mind: 

Therefore  I  fling  my  challenge  down 

Grasping  through  Faith  my  starry  crown. 

No  longer  blind. 

Time  I  defy  and  shout  'No  quarter,' 
"O  Air,  O  Fire,  O  rushing  Water, 
"Serve  me  awhile, 

"I'll  use  thee,  Air,  while  I  have  need, 
"Till  from  my  bondage  I  am  freed 
"To   see   Gods    smile; 
"So,  warm  me,  Fire;  and  Water,  cool, 
"In  river,  sea  and  tranquil  pool, 
"Till  to  the  clod 
"My  flesh  returns,  its  prison  bars 
"Decay  to  free  me  toward  the  stars, 
"And  so  find  God." 

For  I,  myself,  am  not  my  brain, 

For  over  it  I  rule,  I  reign 

From  regions  high ; 

Imagination  I  am  not 

Nor  am  I  Will,  by  flesh  begot, 

Then  what  am  I? 
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FLOWER   VOICES 

The  day  is  dead;  its  soul  has  sunk  below 

The  far  horizon ;  I  will  stray  awhile 

In  my  dear  garden  where  fair  blossoms  smile, 
And  listen  to  the  flowers  that  murmur  low 
To  weary  hearts  that,  in  this  afterglow 

Crave  music  softer  than  the  human  style — 

Music   mpre  elusive,   to   beguile 
The  way-worn  ones  to  hear,  and  hearing,  know. 

O  hush !  The  flowers  are  whispering  down  the  dusk, 

Sweet  pansy  voices  lie  along  the  wind, 
The  heliotrope  breathes  music,  honey-made, 
Carnations'  suave  contralto  chants  of  musk, 
And  woodland  flutes  of  violets  remind 
Our  hearts  to  give  out  beauty  ere  we  fade. 
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THE  DIVIDING  FENCE 

How  fair,  how  sweet  it  is  to  see 
A  rose's  wandering  filagree, 
Drape  a  bare,  dividing  fence, 
And  shed  around  divine  incense. 

This  side  and  that  its  loveliness 

Falls  on  each  place  in  rich  largess, 

Free  is  its  grace  withholding  not 

Sweet  blossomr  from  our  neighbour's  plot. 

Perchance  he  has  no  heart  nor  time 
To  plant  the  roses  that  will  climb, 
Then  o'er  the  fence  our  blossoms  fair 
Appear  and  dissipate  his  care. 

We  know  a  fence  high  and  opaque, 
That  none  recall  without  heartache, 
Unscaleable ;  the  other  side 
Those  we  have  loved  and  lost  abide. 

This  side  we  plant  our  climbing  rose 
Of  Memory  that  ever  grows, 
Watered  by  tears,  it  gains  the  top, 
And  o'er  that  fence  its  blossoms  drop. 
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KISMET 

How  cruel  of   Love  to  come  when  years  and  years 

Sunder  thy  life  for  ever  from  my  own ; 

Love  should  unite,  nor  leave  each  heart  alone 
That    solitude   shall   rust   its   hope   with   tears ; 
Relentless  Time  at   my   late   loving  sneers — 

Youth  in  my  heart  yet  from  my  body  flown ; 
O  grief   unspeakable  but  lately  known, 
For  Age  would  murder  Love  with  flaming  fears. 

Mutely  thy  questing  eyes  their  message  sent 

Unto  the  heart  that  knew  but  loneliness; 
O  my  Beloved,  the  years,  the  years  between 

Must  ever  hold  from  me  thy  dear  caress ; 
Till  Death  shall  vanquish  Time,   Love  shall  lament 

What  might  have  been,  dear  God,  what  might  have  been. 
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THE    LANTERN    BEARERS 

O  Children  dear,  O  Children, 
Light-hearted,   dewy-eyed, 

You    are    the    Lantern    Bearers 
For  those  the  noonday  tried. 

Along  the  paths  of  progress 
A  newer  track  you  blaze, 

Your  eager  feet  convey  you 
Beyond  the  beaten  ways 

You  bring  a  keener  vision 
The  future's  dark  to  pierce, 

Vitality   unbounded, 
And  criticism  fierce. 

Then  if  we  seem  to  follow 
With  faltering  footsteps  slow, 

Remember   once  they   lingered 
To  suit  yours,  long  ago. 

But   we   are   walking,    Children, 

Enchanted   on   the   way 
You  Lantern  Bearers  shew  us, 

While,  following  on,  we  pray- 
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PARCELS 

When  other  loves,  or  so-called  loves,  of  flame 
Around  my  heart  burned  brightly  for  a  while, 
Then  died  away  to  ashes ;  with  a  smile 

I  wrapped  them  round,  and  wrote  on  each  a  name. 

I  tied  these  parcels   (every  one  the  same) 
Securely   with   a   heart-string,    in   a   style 
That  should  not  come  undone — to  reconcile 

My  sense  of  order,  or  to  "play  the  game". 

Although   within   my   heart   of    hearts    I   know 
That  now  your  love  has  wearied  and  grown  cold, 

And   slowly  turned  to   ashes   which    I   yearn 
To  put  away ;   it  seems  they  will  not  go 

Like  all  those  I  cared  not  to  have  and  hold, 
For  when  I  try  to  wrap  yours  up — they  burn. 
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SORROW 

Must    Sorrow   with   her   tear-bright   eyes 

Walk  ever  by  my  side, 
And  those  I   long  to  idolise 

Never   with   me  abide? 

Must    hopes   that   blossom   but    to    fade 

Beckon  my   footsteps   on? 
And  all  my  sunshine  turn  to  shade 

Till  youth  and  hope  be  gone? 

In  all  Life's  journey  shall  there  be 

Not  one  with  me  to  stay? 
Not  one  to  find  all  joy  with  me 

My  absence  his  dismay? 

Sorrow  remains  while  Joy  flits  by 

So   transient   and   so    swift, 
The  smile  the  prelude  to  the  sigh, 

The  heart  adrift,  adrift. 
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WHEN  JOURNEYS  END 

What  pleasure  lies 
In  meeting  a  loved  friend, 
Who  comes  by  land  and  sea  to  journey's  end, 
Whose  joy  upon  our  welcome  will  depend, 

When  eyes  meet  eyes. 

How  sweet  to  know 
That  while  we  plan  and  think 
Of  hospitality,  the  extended  link 
Of  absence  is  fast  narrowing  to  the  brink 

Of  ended  woe. 

What  sheer  delight 
To  mingle  with  the  crowd, 
And  search  expectantly  'midst  clamour  loud 
For  one  loved   face ;  then  see   its   gathering  cloud 

Take  sudden  flight 

Will  those  who  wait 
Beyond  the  impenetrable  Veil 
For  us  who  at  the  last,  lone  journey  quail, 
Make  plans  of  welcome,  and  our  coming  hail 

With  joy  elate? 

And  at  the  end, 

When  we  have  reached  that  shore, 
Will  long-lost  faces  smile  as  once  of  yore, 
Remembered  voices  utter  love's  sweet  lore. 

As  friend  meets  friend? 
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